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AYBE 0 BETTER 
\ QUIT PLIYING§ FETCH’ 
WITH SNOOTS! Ky 


ITS GONE! IT'S GONE! EVEKYBODY LOOK! 
OUR KARE FOUFOOTED THEZESA BIG : 
FLYING FISH IS MISSING! A REWARD IF YOU 


FIND HIM! 


BE RUNNING 
FOR WATER! 


PEBBLES AND BAMM-BAMM Vol. 2, No. 12, April, 1973, | 
published every sixweeks by Charlton Press, Inc. at Charlton Building, Division St. Derby,Conn.06618.20c per copy. Subscription $1.60 snnualiy.PrintedinU.S.A. Geo. Wildman, 
Managing Editor. The stovies, characters and incidents portrayed in this periodical are enttely ficntious, and no identification with actual persons, living or dea, is intended. 
This magazine has been produced and sold subject tothe restrictions that it shall ony be resold at retal as published and at fll cover price. Its a violation of these stipuc 
lations for this magazine to be offered for sale by any vendor sn a mutilated condition, of at less than full cover price. National Advertising Representatives: Dilo, HAE, 
Bend St, haw York, WY: 10016 (212-686-9020), ©1973, HANNA. BARBERA PRODUCTIONS, INC. lateraationsi copyright secured. All rights reserved. 


WHAT. DO YOU 
“SUGGEST, SMARTY? 


‘IF YOU WANT TO \ SHES RIGHT, | 
‘CATCH FISH YoU )BAMM-BAMM 1 
: USE BAIT! _ “i 


VERY FUNNY! ELL 
LAUGH WHEN T 


ABT : 
FORA WALK! 


ii 


PULL HIM IN 
BAM 


HE's PU 
ME \ 


IM-BAMM! 


BAIN 


WE'LL MATE THEM, AND SEND 
THE OFF-SPRING TO OTHER Zoos! 


THATS ITI NO 
MORE FOR ME| 
IM THROUGH 
WITH Glas! 


( L.TRIED TO Kiss 


WIGEY ROCKSTONE! © 


SOMETHING 
NE 


Se 


YOU NEVER HEARD SUCH 
A PIERCING SCREAM! 


{Wet is 17 1 JUST INVENTED IT. 
™< BAMM-BAMM? BIRDS CAN FLY, SO 


DOES IT 7 THAVEN'T TRIED IT)] [7 SOMETHING TELLS ME 
work? \ YET, BLT, JH-OH! WE'ZE GOING TO FIND OUT 
= - ANY SECOND! 
AR * y < z 
‘ =e : 


Is BEAUTIFUL! GOSH! I DON'T KNOW! I 
| LOOK te THE DIDN'T PLAN THAT FAR 
WORLD § AHEAD! 


BAMM-BAMM,__\. 
DO SOMETHING! 


MAYBE I CAN PULL 
TreSs. STRINGS THAT 


\ 7 Rees YOURS FATHER! 
YOUR HOUSE! AND é AND THERES MINE! 
THERE'S MINE! 


e LOOK AT THAT BIG 
BIRD BUZZING OUR 
HOUSES! 


THEY'RE THROWING 
ROCKS AT US! TELL 
THEM, BAMM-BAMM! 


END IN ONE 
PIECE! 


We're 
MOVING! 


HE DOESN'T KNOW 
WHAT TO MAKE OF 
ALL THis! 


Ney YES, WEREGONG 
TO CRASH INTO 


SAY! THIS PLACE 
LOOKS FAMILIAR 


U Ask A SILLY QUESTION 
YOUGETA SILLY ANSWER! 
| x 2 s <s 


T HEVITHAT'S MY BALLI 
YOU TRIED TO SWALLOW IT! 


WHAT'S HAPPENED 1 THINK IT IT SENDS CHILLS UP MY | 
SOUNDS YUMMY! { SPINELOH,BAMM-BAMM! 


SOME OF LS HAVE. THAT VOICE! ay JUSTAMNOTE, yy) 
SOME OF US DON'T! VEKY : YOUNG MAN! {#9 
INTEZESTING! as 


BAMM-BAMM, IM 
GOING TO MAKE YOU THE 
BIGGEST ROCK STAR 

IN BEDROCK! 


JUST SING INTOTHIS IMAGINE! ALL THIS JUST 
AND YOU'LL BE ASTAKI J BECAUSE FABIAN DROVE A GOLF. 


LOOK, ,BAMM-BAMM, THERE'S WELL WELL! THE 
FABIAN PLAYING GOLF. | [BIG STAR IS THANK 
: WITH CINDY! Lai, ere! ALLTHIS, 
me FABIAN! 


WELL, WEVE GOT 
TO GO,,S'LONG, 


MY HEAD'S OKAY, BUT 
T'VE LOST My VOICE! 


= : 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


GOT HIT BY AGOLF 


WHATS WRONG WITH 
YOUR VOICE, BAMM-BAMM? BALL AND IT CHANGED! _/ 


<= 


OH NOIWELL bose A 
FORTUNE! TRY TO SING, 
 BAMM-BAMM Eo 


[ WELL, YOU'RE NO LONGER 
A SINGER..WHATILL YOU 
DO NOW, BAMM-BAMM*? 


PHOOIELYOU'VE 
HAD IT! OUT! 


aL 


LESS 


wl 


LTHINK 
TLLTAKE 
uP GOLF! 


D-3985 


MAYBE L SHOULD STAY 
AWAY AND MAKE 
EVERYONE HAPPY! 


INK I KNOW 
WHAT'S CAUSING 
ALL THIS TROUBLE! 


ph ee 
SCHLEPKOCK, COME OLIT 
WHEREVER YOU ARE! 


SCHLEPROCK, YOU 
COME RIGHT IN 
. HERE WHERE 


j NOW, LET'S GET ON WITH } 
MY BIRTHDAY PARTY! —/ 


NOW YOU SIT RIGHT: \~ GEEIN 
DOWN HERE AND 

HAVE A PIECE OF 

BIZTHDAY CAKE! 


Y I DUNNO, THEY 
GROUND JUST 
GAVE WAY! 


or ae 
LIVE LON 
>: 


BN 

GER! 

Ss 
pee 


fl 
Polly the Pigeon was the toarrive at the Friday 
morning monthly meeting of the Inhabitants ef Eco 
lake and its vicinity. When they had all gathered 
there, she mounted the Gig Reck and began the 
meeting. SF 


“By the expression willing ears | simply mean that 
we are willing to listen to whateverit is that our guest 
us. That is all.” 
and that of all of my relatives is being 
made miserable,” began the Gypsy Moth Caterpillar. 
We are called pests. And the Department of 
Agriculture has declared war on us.” 
“Question, question,” shouted Square the Squirrel. 
“We have heard no declarction of war. When Mr. 
Fos! ies @ small radio with him. 
listened very attentively 
yesterday. Nothing about a declaration of war against 
you. None of us have seen planes, tanks, guns, or 
troops moving. And it just doesn’t make sense to me. 
little caterpill yeu can cause so much trouble? 
Will som plain it to me.” 
“Lam willing te do th 
you will first tell me how 
time pass,” 
“You better let me take care of that problem,” inter- 
rupted the powerful voice of Father Time. “There are 
twenty four hours in aday. Ineach 
minutes. And in each minute th 
normal year has 365 days in it: We hav 
in the leap year. No human being can stop Father 
Time. | go.on and on, Nebody can sven make me pass. 
Time does not go quickly or slowly. Except that some 
creatures may think so. That human being listened te 
his radio. That is all. Now what was it you wanted to 
tell us, Willie the Worm?” 
“E will tell you the truth. The bitter truth of what 
teally is taking place with the Gypsy Moth Cater- 


stening toa radio can make 


ne extraday 


pillars. They are eating leaves. Lots of leaves. | saw 
some cherry trees that had ne leaves on them. intone 
state alone, those caterpillars ruined more than 
600,000 acres of woodland. The humans have a big 
word for it. They call it defoliation. Go ask any tree 
how he feels about it. There is our friend, the Big Oak 
Tree. What is your reaction to it?’ 

“Terrible, terrible,” sighed the old tree. “My 
relatives all over the country are complaining. There 
are only two solutions to the problem. One is to use an. 
insecticide which would kill all the caterpillars, The 
other is to get the caterpillars to change their diet, 
Must they eat leaves?” 

“My great grandfather ate leaves, my grandfather 
ate leaves, my father ate leaves, and | his son will eat 
leaves. Why should | change my diet?” 

“There are alot of humans that do change their diet, 
Upon the advice of specialists. They do not want to get 
sick. Ner go to another world, The same holds true for 
you. The bitter truth.” a 

“What is a bitter truth?” asked Chippy the Chip- 
munk. “I have tasted a lot of things in my life. Some— 
were sweet. Some were bitter. But | never tasted truth. 
How can you do that?” 

“Can do it,” explained Totte the Turtle. “Just an ex- 
pression humans use. When we must face something 
thet isn’t pleasant. ! am polite. ! am watching Gippie 
the Gypsy Moth Caterpillar. | could say that Gippie 
was really « Hippie Moth Caterpillar. But! am polite, 
won't say it, The decision is up to the cater, 
give them the following slegan t 
what we eat-or drop on our feet.” : 

“Don't misunderstand me,” sighed the poor cater- 
pillar. “I think the best thing for me to do is to call a 
convention of caterpillars from all over the. country. We 
will have to take up this matter of change of diet. Sup- 
Pose we were all in @ woodland where the trees had 
no leaves. Then in ord te survive we would have to 
find semething else toleat. | think you have given me 
an idea. 1 am thankful for it.” = 

“Meeting is adjourned,” said Polly the Pigeon. 
“And we do all wish a let of luck to the caterpillars. But 
remember how the trees feel about it. Consider them.” 


serseneeee 


Bet CAE WE'VE 
EVER DUG! CROSS-VENTILATION 


THE AIK STAYS FRESH! 


GOPHER 
HOLE! LET'S 
PLUG IT LIP! 


pen 


TLL TELL YOU WHy,,, 
BECAUSE YOUR FATHER IS 
RICH AND You ARE 

SPOILED, FABIAN! 


THE SIMPLE 
THINGS IN LIFE! 


